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To an impatient child chat bath new robes 
And may not wcare chem,0 here comes my Nur fc ^ 

Smer Murfewith cords* 
And ffie brings newes and euery tongue that fpeaks 
;Buc£mmv, name,fpeakes heaueuly eloquence!: 
! Now Nurfe, what newes? what haft thott. there ? 
The Cords that Romea bid thee fetch ? 
Kfir. I,T>the Cords. 
ML Ay me,what newes f 
Why doft thbu wring thy hands, 

Nur* A welady,htre T s dead »hee*s dead, 
We are vndone Lady,we ace vndont% 
Alacke the d^hee** goue,hecV kifdjhe's dead* 
IhL Can heaucn be to ciuiious ? 

Though heatien cannot ^ORpmeo^ma^ 
Who euer would haue thought it R§me** 

lnli 9 What diuell art thou, 
That doft torment me thus 1 
Thi* torture fhould be roat'd in difmatl hell, 
Hath Rvmsv flaine himfelfe i fay thou but 1^ 
And that hare vowell Ifliall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
I am not I 5 if there be fuch an I, 
Or tbofc eyes fhot t that makes thee anfwere I : 
If be be flaine fay I,or if not.no* 
Briefeifounds^leterrnine of my weak or wo. 

Nur* I faw the woundj faw it with mine eyes, 
God fane the matke.herc on his manly breft, 
Apitteous Coarfe^a bloody piteous Coarfe: 
Pale,pale as alhes t all bcdawb'd in blood* 
All in gore blood>I founded at the %ht- 

tuL O breake my heart, 
Poorc Bmckrciit breake at once* 
To prifon eyes,nere looke on liberrie* 
Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preffe on heauie bcere. 

Afar. O Tybdt^Tybalt^z beft Friend Ihad: 1 
O currcous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 
That euer I fhould line to fee thee dead* 

IhU What ftormcis this that blowes fo contraric ? 
Is^flOTflaughtred ?and is Tybalt dead ? 
My dcarcft Cozen,and my dearer Lord; 
Then dreadfull Trumpet found the general! doome, 
For who is Iiuuig,tf thofe two arcgone $ 

Nur, Tybalt is gone*and Rome® banjftied, 
Rom& that kil'd him,he is baniftied* 

/*/, OGod! 
Did Fjtm'os hand jfhed Tybalt* blood 
It didiit did,aUs the day , it did. 

Nttr* O Serpent heart,hid with a flowing face* 

Ink Did euer Dragon fcecpe fo faire a Cauc f 
BeautifolETyrant, fiend Angelical! : 
Raucnous Doue-feach<;f*d ftaueu, 
Woluifli-rauening Lambe, 
DifpiiVd fubltancc of Diuineft fhow : 
s iuft oppofite to what thou iuftly fecm*ft, 
A dinine S,iint t an Honourable VilUine : 
O Nature! whathad'ft thou todoeinbelf, 
When thou did T ft bower thefpirit of a fiend 
In mot tall psradifeof fuch fweet flcfli ? 
Was euer bookc containing fuch y tie matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pal late. 

Thtt&s no truft.no faith^no honeft ie in men, 
All perineal! foifwbnie a aU naught^H difTcmblcis, 
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Ah Where's my man ? giueniefVM^Tr^ — : — _ 

Shame come to Rum$* m ** c ©e oJd : 

M* Blifter'd be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifti,he was not borne to flume ; 
Vpon his brow fhame is afhanfd to f u , * 
For *cis a throane where Honour may he r\ ftl , ■ 
Sole Monarch of the vniucrfall earth; 
O what a beaft was I to chide him * 

AT*r, Will you fpeake well of him, 
That k\l T d your Cozen? 

Sh ~ 
Ahpoorei 

When I thy "three houres wife haue maneff? ^ 
But wherefore Villaine did f ft thou kill rnt C ft i 
That ViHaine Cozin would haue kil'd myhu^ j 
BackefooIifliteares>acke to your natiucf Dr in 1 
Your triburaric drops belong to wos, 8 * 
Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy ; 
My husband lines that Ttbdt would haueflaine 
And Ttb&lt dead that would haue flaine m v husL A , 
All this is comfonjwhereforewec^ex then? 
Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death 
That murdered me.I would forget it feme* 
But oh,itpreffes to my memory, 
Like damned guilry deedes to Cnners minds 
Tybalt is dead and Romce baniflicd : ' 
That banifliedjthat one word bani fheij f 
Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibdtsi Tifahs death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there; 
Or iffowcr woe delights in fellow/hip, 
And needly will be ranfct with other griefes. 
Why followed not when (he faid Tibahs dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both, 
Which mod erne lamentation might haue mou'd. 
But which a rere-ward following Tyhfti death 
^amw is baniflbed to fpeakc that word f 
Is fubtt^othttyTybdt^m^jHlut^ 
All flainejall dead.i!^^ js banifhed, 
There is m end^no limir^meafu^bound, 
In that words d cash, no words can that woe foswi 
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe * 

N&r* Weeping and wailing oucr Tybalts Coarfe, 
Will you go to them ?I will bring you thither- 

/jtf-Wsflb they his wounds with tears:mmc Mbcfpcn; 
When theirs are dric for ^w^xbanifhmcm. 
Take vp thofc Cordes^poore ropes you are bcguil'd, 
Both you and I for Romeo is estild: 
He made you for a|high-way to niy bed, 
But I aMaidjdic Maiden widowed* 
CoroeCord^omeNurfeJle to my wedding bed, 
And death not RomeCytikt my Maiden head. 

N*r, Hie to your Chamberjle find 
To comfort you,I wot well where he ii : 
Harke ye y our Rmt* will be heere at night, 
He to him,heishidati^?TW^CelI. 

JuL O find him 3 giuc this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come,to take hislaft farewell 

Exit* 

Enter Frifr mdRtme, 

Fri r &Htf?#C0mefotth, 
Come forth thou fearfull man f 
Affliftion is enamor'd of thy parti 2 
And thou art wedded to calamine* 

R$m* Father what newest 



»^7riic Prince 5 Doome? 
1 Jforr ow cr aues acquaintance at my h and, 
J yetknownot? 
Th l Too familiar 

Jdear^ Sonne with fuch fowrc Company : 
IS^heetydingsofthePrincesDoooic. 
What teffe then Doomefdayy 

bodi^ deaih,but bodies bani&ment, 
Rm* Ha 5 banifliment?be mercifully death 1 
m c% \\t hath mote terror in his looke 
L chmore then death:do not fay banilhment, 
iyi p f ■ fjerc from Feram art chou banifhed : 
ti4tient,for the world is broad and wide, 

jf«* Thcreis no world without VeromwMcs, 
But Pur gatorie,Torture , hell it fclfe : 
o cnfe bani(hed,is banifh: from the world, 
'And *ori* exile is death. Then bamfted, 
jsdeath,miftearm'd,calling death baniftied* 
Thou cut'J my head off with a golden Axe, 
Wfmileft vpon tbcftrokethsc murders me- 

fru O deadly fin.O rude vnthankcfylncffe! 
T u felt our Law calles dcath.but the kind Prince 
Taking thy par t,hath rufhtafidc the Law, 
And turnd that blacke word death,tobanifhtncnt* 
XhUis deare mercy, and thou fceft it not. 

Km* Tis Torture and not mercy, htauen is here 
Where lulkt liues.and euery Cat and Dog» 
And little Mo ufe,cuery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in rfcauen and may looke on her, 
Butfi^^tnay not .More Vatiditie, 
More Honourable ft3te,moreCourtfnip liue3 
In catrion Flies ,then pw: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of dear e Ivlirts hand, 
AndfteaLcimmortall blcffing from her hps, 
Who euen in pore and vcftali modeflic 
Still blufh,as thinking their o wn e kiflcs fin* 
This may Flics doe,when I from thismuftflie, 
And faift thou yet ,that exile is not death ? 
But ^mwmvy notice isbaniflied. 
Had'fi thou no poyfon mixr,no (harpe ground knife, 
No fudden meane of dcatb.thoughnere fomeancj 
Butbsnifhed to kill me? Banifhed? 
OFcier,the damned vfc that word in hell : 
Howling* attends it s how haft theu the hart 
Being a Dinine, a Ghoftly Confeffor, 
ASifi-AbfoIucr,andmyFriendprofeft : 
To mangle me with that word,b aniflie d ? 
FrL Then fond Mad man,hcare me fpeake. 
%$m. O thou wile fpcake again? of banifhment, 
Fru He giue thee Armour to keepe off that word, 
Aduerfitics fweet cmiIkc,Philofop hie, 
To comfort thee,t hough thou art b^nifbed* 

Xm. Yet baniflied'bang vp Phiiofophiei^ 
Vnlcffe Philofohpie can make a lulkt y 
Difphnt a Townc,teuerfe a Princes Doome, 
Itheipeitior/itpreuailcsnorjtdlkenomore, 
fri, O then I fee^that Mad men haue no cares* 
Rem. How fhould they, 
When wifemen haue no eyes ? 
Frt. Let me difpaire with thee of thy eftate, 
Rom. Thou can'ft not fpcake of that ^ doft not feele, 
Wertthouas young as /fi&fmyLoue: 
An hourebuc married ? 7>foA murdered, 
Doting like me^and like me banifhed, 


Then migtucfl thou fpeake^ 
Then mighteft thou tcare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 
Taking the meafure of an vnm ade graue- 

Trier. Arife one knockes, 
Good Romw hide chy telfe. 

Em*. N^tl, ■ 
Vnleflc the breath of Harcficke groanes 
Mift-Itke infold tnefrorn the fearch of eyes 

TrL Harke how they knocke: 
(Who's there ) R&mfo arile, 
Thou wilt be taken,ftay a whilc^ftand vp s 

Run to my ft udy. by and bypods will 
What fimpleneffe isthii^Ieome^ came- 


Who knocks fo hard ? 
Whence come you ? what*f your v?iil ? 

Enter Nurfe, 

Nnr* Let me come in. 
And you frail know my errand ; 
I come from Lady lulict* 

Fri. Welcome then* 

Nnr* O holy Frier.O tcllilie holy Frier, 
Where's my Ladies Lord? where** Rmmp 4 

Fri 9 There on the ground, 
With his owne teares made drunke, 

N&r, O he ia euen in my Miftrcffc cafe, 
Iaft in her cafe-O wofull fimpathy : 
Pitiious predicament,euen fo lies the, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring f 
Stand vp.ftand vp 3 ftand and you be a man, 
VoxMiets fakdfor her fake rife and Sand : 
Why fhould you fall into fo dcepc an O* 

Rom. Nurfe* 

/\ft*r. Ah fir,ah fir.deaths the end of alL 

if cm. Speak'ft thott of Mktlho w is it with her ? 
Doth not fhe thinke me an old Murtherer, 
Now I haue ftaitfd-the Childhood of our ioy, 
With blood remouedjbut little from her owne ? 
Where is fhe ? and how doth (he ? and what fayei 
My concealed Lady to our conceal'd Loue ? 

JVnr m Oh fiie fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 
A nd now fals on h er bed,and then ft arts vp, 
And Tybdt calls,and then on Rmw cries, 
And then downe falls againe. 

Ro.As if that name fliot from thedeadleucIlofaGun, 
Did murder her 3 as that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman.Oh tel! meFrter,telt me, 
In what vik part of this Anatomic 
Doth my name lodge ? Tell me^thatl may fack© 
The hatefull Manfion, 

Frh Hold thy defperace hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art : 
Thy teares are womanifh,thy wild afts denote 
The vnreafonable Furic of a beaft, 
Vnfcemely womanjn a feemiiig man, 
And iUbcfeemingbeaft in fcerning both, 
Thoo haft ama^d me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpotuion better tetnpcr'd,- 
Haft thou flaine Tybalt ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
And flay thy Lady,that in thy life lies. 
By doing damned bate Vpon thy feife? 
Why rayPft thou on thy birth ? the heaucn and earth ?j 
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